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Loues Labour s lop 

Boy, Why that contempt will kill the keepcrshcart, 

And quite diuorce his memory from his part. 

Qttee. Therefore 1-doeit, and I make no doubt. 

Tile reft will ere come in, if he beout. 

Thercs no fuch fport, asfport by fport orcthrownc : 

To make theirs ours 3 and ours none but our ownc. 

So (hall weftay mocking intended Game, 

And they well mocktjdepart away with fh?me. Sound. 

Boy. The Trumpet founds,be maskqthe maskers come. 

Enter Blackamoor es with muficke the Boy with afpeech } andthe 
refi of the Lords dijgutf id. 

'Taoe, All haile the richejl B eauties on the earth. 

Ber. Beautiesno richer then rich T eft ata. 

Pag.tA holy parcel! of the fair eft dames that euerturn d their 
baches to mortallviewes. 

ThcLadies turne their baekes to him. 

Bcr. Their eye svillaine, their eye*. 

pair. That euer turn’d their eyes to mortal! vtewes. Out 
B?y> True, out indeed. . ... 

Pag. Out ofyourfauours hcauenlyfpnts vouch] 
to beholds* 

Ber. Once to behold,roguc. 

‘Tag. Once to behold with your S unne-be anted eyct^ 

With your Sunnc*b earned eyes* \ 

Boy* They will not anlwer to thatEpithitc, 

You were beft call it daughter beamed eyes. 

Par. They doe notmarkeme, and that brings me out, 

B Tro . Is this your perfeaneffe ? be gon you rogue. 

Rofa. What would thefe flrangers ? 

Know their mindes Boyet. 

If they doe fpeake our language, ’cis our will 
That fome plaine man recount their purpolcs. 

Know what they would? 

Boyet. W hat would you with the Prince* ? 

Ber . Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation, 

Rof, Whatwould they, fay they ? 

Boy. Nothing but peace, and gentle vifitation. 

.Rofa, Wh y that they haue, and bid them lo be gon. 
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Boy. Shee fayesyou haue it, and you may be gon. 

Km. Say to her we haue meafur’d many miles. 

To tread a Meafure with you on the gra lie. 

Boy, They fay that they haue mcafur’d many a mile, 

To tread a Meafure wich you on this grade. 

Rofa. Itisnotfo.-Askethcm how many inches 
Is in one mile' If they haue meafur’d many. 

The meafure then of one is eaflie told. 

Boy. Ifto come hither you haue meafur’d miles, 

And many miles : the Princelfe bids you tell, 

How many inehesdothfill vp one mile? 

Ber. Tellher we meafure them by weary fteps. 

Boy. She heates her idle. 

Rofa. How many weary fteps. 

Of many weary miles you haue ore-gonSf 
Arenumbred inthc trauell ofone mile? 

Bero. We nmnbtr nothingchat wc fpend for y ou, 
Ourdutieisfo rich/o infinite* 

That we may doeat.ttiiliwithout accompt, 

Vouchfafc to fliew theSunfhinc of your face. 

That wc(likefauages) may worlhip it. 

Rofa, My face is but a Moone and clouded too. 

Kin. Blefl’ed are clouds, to doe as fuch clouds do. 

Vouchfafe bright moone; and thefc thy ftars to Qiine, 
fThofe cloudsremoued) vponour.watcrie eyne, 

Rofa.. O vaine-peticioner, beg a greater matter , 

Thou now requeftsbut Moonelhinc in the water. 

Kin. Then in our meafure, vouchfafe but one change; 

Thou bid’ll me begge, this begging is not-tlrangc. . 

Rofa. Play muficke then, nayyoumuft doe it foone* 

Not yet no dance: thus change I like the Moone. 

Kin. Will younot dance? How come you thus eftranged ? 

Rofa i You tooke the Moone at full, but now Ihe’s changed? 

Kin. YetftilLlbcis the Moone, and ItheMm.. 

Rofa.. The muliekc playes, . vouchfafc fome motion to it r 
Our eares vouchfafe it. . 

Km. But your legges fhould doe it. . 

Rof Since . you are (hangers, and come heerc by chan ce,' , 
Wee’U not be nice, take hands, ws will not dance.. 
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